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CHAPTER LXXI.

THE terrace of the Villa Catalano, with its orange and palm
trees, looked upon a sea of lapis lazuli, and rose from &
shelving shore of aloes and arbutus. The waters reflected
the colour of the sky, and all the foliage was bedewed with
the same violet light of rnorn which bathed the softness of
the distant mountains, and the undulating beauty of the
ever-varying coast.

Lothair was walking on the terrace, his favourite walk,
for it was the only occasion on which he ever found himself
alone. Not that he had any reason to complain of his
companions. More complete ones could scarcely bo selected.
Travel, which they say tries all tempers, had only proved
the engaging equanimity of Catesby, and had never dis-
turbed the amiable repose of his brother priest: and theji
they were so entertaining and so instructive, as well as handy
and experienced in all common things. The Monsignore
had so much taste and ieeling and various knowledge ; and
as for the reverend Father, all the aDtiquaries they daily
encountered were mere children in his hands who, without
effort, conld explain and illustrate every scene and object,
and spoke as if he had never given a thought to any other
theme than Sicily and Syracuse, the expedition of Nicias
and the adventures of Agathocles. And yet during all
their travels Lothair felt that he never was alone. This
was remarkable at the great cities such as Messina and
Palermo, but it was a prevalent habit in less frequented
places. There was a petty town near them, which he had
never visited alone, although he had made more than one
attempt with that view ; and it was only on the terrace in
fch|5 efirlv morn, a spot whence he could be observed from tbe